WAR
Sept. 3
Sunday.
The night lias been unruly; where we lay,
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say,
Lamenting^ heard i} the air, strange screams of death;
And prophesying, with accents terrible,
Of dire combustion and confus'd events,
New hatch'd to the woeful time.
Macbeth
The Prime Minister's speech in the House last night was
accompanied by tremendous lightning, but hardly any thun-
der. It was more like stage lightning than the real thing. I
watched the storm from the Savage Club. One moment com-
plete darkness; the next a sheet of vivid green showing West-
minster cut out in cardboard like the scenery in a toy theatre.
The flashes lasted so long that you could count the buildings.
At ten o'clock to-day Hibberd, the chief announcer, told us
that the Prime Minister would broadcast at eleven o'clock.
Nothing can perturb Hibberd, but I fancied his voice struck
a note unused since the death of George V. Next the country
gave itself up to light music for an hour, ending with a
" Selection from Princess Ida " ! And then, at 11.15 precisely,
the solemn tones of the P.M. Speaking with an intensely
English accent, unassailable dignity, and legitimate emotion,
Chamberlain told us that, since Germany had not replied to
the ultimatum, England was now at war.
At half-past eleven the first air-raid warning goes. Orderly
retreat to dug-out. Nothing happens. " All clear " after half
an hour. We go into the street, and I see a man look at his
watch and hear him say, " They're open ! "
Presently Jock comes round in search of his gas-mask, and
tells me two things. (1) That the Irish navvies in Caraden
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